The Goddess and the Demon

Chapter 4:

The door to the dimly lit room slid open, Jeremiah Gottwald stepped into the room with a folded Black Knights uniform in his hand. He shut the door behind him and locked it, surveying the carnage on the floor. Four friendly soldiers lay dead on the floor in a massive crimson pool of blood and brain matter. When he saw Lelouch kneeling holding the hand of an unrestrained Cornelia, he immediately extended the long blade from his wrist. "Master Lelouch, are you alright?"

Lelouch didn't look up right away. He whispered another apology to his half-sister before turning towards the Knight. "Jeremiah..." Lelouch's voice was soft, fragile. "...why didn't you lock the door when you left earlier?"

Jeremiah looked up at the princess, her body covered in Zero's cape, the remains of most of her clothing sitting on the blood-soaked floor in a heap. His normal eye widened in shock. Withdrawing his blade he immediately dropped to a knee, bowing deeply. "My deepest apologies, my Lord. I-I assumed you would be here soon. I wasn't aware that this bunk had been recently assigned to anyone. I accept full responsibility and am ready to receive any punishment you see fit to administer." His gaze never left the floor.

The dark prince sighed. He wouldn't punish the man for an honest mistake. Jeremiah was one of his most fiercely loyal followers. He wondered if even Kallen was as loyal, and winced at the memory of her capture. Of course she was. She would throw her life away for him if he asked it of her. He promised to come for her, and that time was coming. He couldn't delay much longer. Kallen and Nunnally needed him now. "Jeremiah, I understand it was a mistake. You don't need to concern yourself. Please take care of these bodies discreetly. I don't think anyone would be pleased to know I had to kill a few of our own men." He rubbed his hand against his forehead before reaching to take the uniform from Jeremiah's hands.

"Yes, my Lord! Thank you for your mercy!" Jeremiah quickly got to work with the bodies as Lelouch turned back to Cornelia. She still hadn't moved since he released her from her restraints.

"Sister?" Lelouch asked softly, looking up at the hair barely showing over the mantle of his cloak. She didn't move, aside from the trembling she had been doing since he entered the room. "Cornelia?" he repeated, placing a hand on hers again. She jumped suddenly, shock still written over her face as it came back up into sight. She looked at him with wide eyes. Lelouch sighed. "Sister, I had some clothes brought for you. You need get dressed in them before I can move you to my quarters."

She stared at him blankly for several moments before nodding slowly. "There's a washroom in the corner over there. You can go there to get dressed in private. I apologize if they're a bit tight. There's no one in the Black Knights with such a... generous figure." Lelouch blushed lightly as he tried to explain the situation to his traumatized half-sister. She nodded again softly before clutching the cloak to her chest with her neck and reaching underneath it to free her other arm from the sling that had been attached to her shirt. She then brought the arm back in front of her to hold the cloak to her and grabbed the uniform in the other. Holding it tight to her front, she quickly ran to the washroom, turning to face them as she passed them to keep her body hidden behind his cloak.

Jeremiah gathered another body into a trash bag as she went by. He looked up at Zero when the door slid shut. "Master Lelouch, is it wise to let her loose like that? There are many things in a bathroom that could be used as a weapon."

Lelouch nodded slowly. "That's true. However, I don't think she's interested in hurting me. At least not at the moment." Jeremiah nodded, but didn't look convinced as he continued packing the bodies into trash bags. He hesitated as the last one was put into another bag, waiting until Cornelia came out of the bathroom. She opened the door slowly. After a moment, she stepped out, holding Zero's cape out for him. Both men just stared in awe at the woman. She truly was breathtaking. Kallen's uniform was far too tight on her, the top couldn't even be zipped up all the way over her large breasts, and it bunched up around them so much that it left her midriff exposed. The shorts left little to the imagination, fitting extremely snugly around her hips and bottom. To top it all off was the pair of black leather boots that ended on her mid-thigh.

Her cheeks grew extremely red as she saw both men staring at her and she crossed her arms in front of her. She could never handle anyone complimenting her. Anyone beneath her had only earned her contempt, and possibly a broken nose if the comment was completely uncalled for. But a compliment from someone she cared for, like her brothers, that would make her incredibly uncomfortable. While Jeremiah was certainly one that she would have ignored, her brother Lelouch, the man who just saved her from the worst indignity possible, was unable to even blink.

She cleared her throat politely, causing both men to snap back to reality. Lelouch looked over at Jeremiah, "Uh... I honestly don't think she could possibly have a weapon concealed under that," he whispered softly to the other man while sporting a full blush. The older man just nodded in agreement, trying very hard not to look back at the princess.

Lelouch swallowed hard and looked back in Cornelia's general direction, trying very hard not to look directly at her. "Uh... Sister, why don't you wait here a moment, I'll go get another of my masks for you. We don't want anyone knowing you're here." She nodded softly and he moved from the room quickly, pulling his metal helmet back on as he entered the hall, anxious to be out of the sight of her alluring visage.

Cornelia just stood there shifting nervously. The outfit was far too scandalous for her taste, not to mention far too uncomfortable. She had no choice, however, it was all that was available at the moment. Her mind was just barely beginning to clear. She still didn't quite comprehend everything that was going on. Her mind still unable to believe what had just happened, not to mention the massive migraine throbbing in her head from being hit there by the butt of a pistol. So she just stood fidgeting with her clothing and waiting for her brother to return.

Jeremiah got up slowly, lifting all four bags carefully to be sure they had no blood on them. He sighed, he knew he'd have to clean the blood up himself as well. That wouldn't be an easy task, there was so much of it. However menial the task might be though, he was alright with it. He was honored to know that Lord Lelouch could only entrust such things to him. He stepped out of the door, brimming with pride despite carrying four corpses in trash bags over his back. He bowed his head slightly to the princess before shutting the door behind him, locking it with the administration code. He knew that Zero would notice if he left it unlocked again, and wanted his Lord's trust to be well deserved.

Cornelia sat on the end of one of the beds, trying to piece together everything that had happened. Lelouch had clearly been angry with the despicable men, and he was taking extra measure to protect her from the rest of them. Why didn't he just kill her and get it over with? He didn't seem to mind killing Clovis. Surely, Zero regarded her in a similar manner. Especially with her actions at the Saitema ghetto. She had recreated the exact conditions Clovis had in Shinjuku, slaughtering innocent people just to bait him out. Cornelia suddenly felt sick. She felt no better than the men that had just attempted to rape her. She leaned into her palms, resting her elbows on her knees.

When Lelouch returned, he noted the highest level security lock was in place. He smiled. Good, at least Orange learned from his mistake. He punched in his access code and stepped into the room. It took him a moment to notice Cornelia on one of the beds, hanging her head and weeping into her hands. He sighed deeply. He sealed the door behind him and stepped over the crimson pool on the floor. He sat next to her on the bed and noticed her tense up. He grabbed his cloak from the bed next to her and draped it over her shoulders. "I'm so sorry, Sister... but it's over now. They can't hurt you anymore."

The princess' breath caught in her throat. She slowly turned her head to look at him, her eyes red. His heart stopped in his chest. "It's... it's not that." She took a deep breath, trying to regain her normally stoic composure. "It's just... why haven't you just killed me? You've made it very well known why you killed our brother Clovis. I've done the same things, and yet I'm still alive as your prisoner."

Lelouch took a deep breath, looking away from her and carefully constructing his typical mask of indifference. It took him more than a minute to come up with a response. "You are still alive because you are one of the last few people that I care about in this world." He turned back to look at her. "You idolized my mother. You and Euphie..." He cringed at the mention of his lost sister. "...you two were always with Nunnally and me. The four of us always spent time together, even if you were several years older than us. You might not have been as close to me as Nunnally or Euphie, but you were right there with them in my heart.

"And when it comes to comparing yourself to Clovis... first of all, you may have been merciless, but everything you did was tactical. Clovis indiscriminately slaughtered entire towns just because he could. He was massacring the entire Shinjuku ghetto over a single girl." Lelouch smiled sadly and looked away. "Besides, if I judged you for the civilians caught in the crossfire, then I'd be just as guilty as you, if not worse."

Cornelia was speechless. She didn't believe what she was hearing. Had he really just told her that she was in his heart? All this time? It doesn't mean what you think. You're no more important to him than anyone he might call a friend. Her contemplation was interrupted when her stomach growled loudly. Her face flushed with embarrassment. Why am I blushing? How come Lelouch has this effect on me? She scowled as he started laughing softly.

"I guess we should continue this in my quarters. Hopefully the meal I had prepared is still warm." She nodded slowly as he handed her one of his spare Zero masks. She slipped it over her head. It fit rather snugly because of her luscious hair. She then clasped the cloak in front of her. She was grateful he had let her keep the cape, it helped to conceal the incredibly skimpy outfit she was wearing.

He picked up the meal and led the way up to his room in silence, though they received some very odd stares on the way. When they reached his personal quarters he punched in his access code and led them both into the small chamber in front of another door. He typed in his personal access code again and the door opened to a rather large suite.

"Welcome back, Mast..." C.C. called out to him from the other side of the room, her dusting momentarily forgotten as she saw the pair walk into the room. "Um... Master?" she asked timidly.

Lelouch pulled off his mask with a sigh, Cornelia did the same, casting him a sideways glance. "Master? Lelouch, don't tell me you're going around enslaving young women to satisfy your whims."

The fallen prince's face flushed deep crimson. "Uh... well no... you see she... well she's the one that gave me my Geass. During the extermination of the Order, I got brought into this odd place by the Emperor. She came and saved me from him... and in the process lost her memories, essentially becoming a completely different person." His words were so pained, and he looked like he was about to collapse from the weight of the sins he had piled up on his own shoulders.

Cornelia looked back and forth between her half-brother and the girl, who had now scampered off into a closet to hide, just barely peeking around the corner. The princess tried so hard to hate the scared girl that was hiding from her. This girl was the reason for everything that had happened. She was the reason Euphie was dead. No matter how much loathing she tried to conjure up, all she could do was pity the girl. This scared woman, a child really, wasn't even aware of the events she had caused.

The purple-haired goddess unclasped and removed Zero's cloak, before her stomach announced it's desire to eat again. She smiled softly and turned to Lelouch, "So, um... can I get this special meal I keep hearing about?"

Lelouch nodded softly and moved over to the table in middle of the room, leading his half-sister by the hand. He set the food down on the table as she sat in front of it. He lifted the lid slowly. Cornelia's couldn't stop the gasp as she saw the meal. A plate with four half-slices of French Toast, a smaller plate with three strips of crispy bacon, another small plate with a pair of eggs, a small glass of orange juice, and another tall glass of milk. "I apologize if it's not warm anymore. I had hoped to give this to you quite a while ago."

She smiled brightly, staring at the plate. "You remembered my favorite meal after all these years, Lelouch?" He nodded slightly and blushed at the excitement in her voice. "I.. I don't know what to say. Thank you."

"You're welcome... I'm just sorry that I couldn't have gotten it to you fresh."

She smiled and began to eat quickly. Making soft moans of enjoyment with each bite. "This is delicious, you must have a wonderful chef." When he blushed again, she decided to continue with the questions she had. "So Lelouch... you said Euphie told you she was giving up her throne and setting up the SAZ for you and Nunnally. When did she know that you were Zero?"

Lelouch was shocked by the sudden change of topic, and was about to answer when he noticed C.C. still hiding in the closet. He held up a finger to Cornelia to ask her to wait. She nodded and continued with her meal. Lelouch got up and walked over to the closet. "C.C? Would you be more comfortable cleaning the bedroom for now?" She nodded timidly. "Why don't you do that then, alright?"

The girl's long, green hair flowed behind her as she ran towards the bedroom. "Yes, Master! Thank you!" She giggled softly as she ran into the room and closed the door behind her.

The former prince laughed softly as he sat back down across from Cornelia. He noticed she was glaring at him between bites. "What is it?"

"What was so funny?" She raised an eyebrow as she munched down a piece of cold bacon.

"Ah...well... sorry. I just find giggling to be a bit adorable. Ever since I first heard Nunnally do it, it always brings a smile to my face." She made a mental note of that, and then wondered why she cared.

"Anyway... so when did you tell Euphie you were Zero?"

"Ah... well I didn't tell her until that day on Kaminejima. She asked me if I was Lelouch. Apparently, she figured it out when I spoke to her during the hotel jacking."

Cornelia looked down at the empty plates. She started thinking out loud, "Why didn't she tell me?"

Lelouch shrugged. "I suppose she was afraid of what you'd do if you found out. She didn't want to disappoint Nunnally. I guess she figured the SAZ was the easiest way for all of us to be happy." Lelouch checked his watch. "Uh, I'm sorry about this, dear sister, but I have an appointment that I'm extremely late for. The Emperor knows I'm Zero, and he's going to use Nunnally against me. I need to get her away from Britannia immediately before he can do anything to her."

Cornelia looked at him questioningly. "You realize I could just walk in and out with her, right?"

The dark-haired man sighed, he expected this question. "Sister, I'm aware of that, but I'm not sure I can trust you to that extent. I'm honestly surprised you haven't killed me yet... I wouldn't blame you if you did..." His gaze turned to the ground, contemplating all the blood on his hands. She was shocked that he would say that. He continued, "Anyway. You're free to stay here in the room for now, though do try to get along with C.C., she can't be allowed to leave this room either. So please don't take out any hatred you have for me on her."

Cornelia stared at him as he disappeared into the bedroom. She was hurt by his statement. He honestly believed that she still hated him and wanted to kill him. She can't deny that she was still angry over what happened with Euphie, but she did understand that he didn't mean to do it. More importantly, Euphie was willing to keep the man's secret, and even went so far as to throw away her title and earn the disdain of the entire country of Britannia in order to see him obtain peace. Perhaps it was time for her to forgive her half-brother too? She was so lost in thought, she hadn't noticed him say goodbye or take his leave. She sighed and lost herself in her thoughts again.
